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HEN 1 came to b Mrs.

W Thur ¥ shawfer,” s=ad
Alr, *1hi nrst

thing she d me was *Mr.

Charli=, an ur gerves steady?”
“How ocmm 1 ever farpet the
sweotness of the dear little woman's
voree?  Though 1 wouldn™t want
her to find 1 | suad so j'.:‘-! oW,
The next day Wani-

she told me she
el me 10 ke ber w the park in
the runabout, so she could see how
| perfformed. It was a munificent
day. Before we had went a mile
—and how red her cheeks were
she sandc “Charles, you
know all about it. You might sce
how near yon can come to that old
man withotit hittin® hin*

“The old gent was just sturtin’
ncross 1he hundred
vards in front of us when she spokes |

sevm o

street about a

I drove abwad  full \F-.'t'lll. and “1 Nipped
tooted ‘tm to a standstill. He
stopped n the middle of the rad, parmlveed

The little machine worked like a charm. 1 nipped the
two buttons from the hack of his long coat as clean as
vou could of done it with a pair of shears. "Charles,’
she suiill, "I'm proud of you—1 really am. How my
powr ddead Alfned worttld o q-njn:"m] that.”

“You should of saw how sweet her mouth looked
when she smiled at me. | made up my mind years
ago that [ would never get marnied, knowin® how a
man’'s wife often keeps himgdown if she can’t rise to
nobler things with im. My uncle Amei was a warnin’

“The Nerve of Some
Farmers Would Mahke Them
Rich If They Had Any Judgment™

to me in

mistake

that respects. Uncle Amzi made a great
Fmarevin” a womnan who hidn’t the soul 1o
I She was all right as the wife of a
t when he outgrew the farm and moved to

very stal wisn't the woman to
le him in -socicty.

]:- wonld .Ii-.-

nse wi

frmer

e She

towrn tn m

ake her

“*But willin® 1o take and sk
evervilung we [only « Ler Juliet in provate
I ha erdid powem abont her, 1 done 1t
ome ey on lof asalt tarrel.  But Imust wait.
She has Teem o widow a little over a vear, and
}-ru[!}r m socnty have to show their ;-r--pr- nesprects
about such things. 1t was very sad the wav she List
brm. Ther were tryin® 1o break the " oroad
record

e | goan’ along at abeoast

‘amd Alfred was coachin® mi
v stetrp lall, weth o sharp curve at the
he right; but T e
v without stopg
« fork in when |
vav. The next
i areen bank of ;

f 1t there were

told me 1o 2o
i

1tekin® up

- V-shape After H'u-l\‘
B Poor boy! 1 - 1 b
his tromsers,  Alfred salways had such beautiful taste
n trouses in one way.,’ she says, sighin’ kind
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some other clothes 10

get mnto
L= e

5 August Wilhelm and Oscar of

f agnculture on

other studies at Ploen,

placed  at the  bows’

ir schol-fellows, they

the science of

katsenin takes Keen

wlucts of which

- thorough knowled

w s mstroe

o them.  The princes

! winsely at the
«d a motto 1o be phed over
farm-house, which runs:

o Jdignius agricwdtura.”

the Buttons From the BacK of His Coat™

of sad, ‘perhaps it was better 5o, as long as it had to be
1 eouldn’t of Jooked him in the face, anyway, after
whiat happened.”

“We went on through the park, her never so much
as givin’ an extra wink when we took the short corners.
Then's when she told me about the way Alfred’s
spark went out. | was goin’ to turn back toward home
after awhile, but she says: ‘Charles, [ -think I'll let
vou take me out to the Pocahontas club.’

** 50 we were soon goin’ up the road at a twenty-mile
clip. when out jumps a constable with a watch in
his hand, hollenin® at us to stop.

“‘Merey!”  she
says, ‘he's gown’
to arrest us.

What can we do?’

“'I'll run over
im if you say so,"
says L

**No," she says,
‘he may have a
family to support.
You must alwavs
think of such
things, Charles.
We mustn't do
anything to make
them  build any
more orphan
asviums.  Orphan
asyviums make me
feel dismal.  The people that put
them up generally show such poor
taste about their archevtexture.”

“We had slowed down, and 1
asked the chap what he wanted
to arrest yvou,” savs he. “You've been

“Tyve L‘u}
goin’ forty miles an hour®
*“Smile at "im,” I whispered.

Then 1 says to the

+ vou willin® to put that in writin’? Because
it for advertisin’ purposes.  IUll be worth a

my company,

v ahead,” says he, smilin' back at Juliet, and off

irles,” she says, ‘you are a very clever man.’

1 excuse me for savin' it," savs 1. "it was

vour <antle that done it.” Turnin® a woman's head s
as easy o missin® a train if vou know how

“You should have saw. the Johnnies flock around

» cluh. .‘;hc 'I:I..'ul all the other ;,'il'3~ lhl'rr tweat

a hundred miles on looks and styvle. It was late when

d back, and as we turmed down the road she

s Charles, vou must break the record gettin'

ited number of fowls.  To collect a basket of new-laid
egps and send them to their parents is one of the
greatest pleasures the princes know.  They will soon
o to the university at Bonn, and after that will enter
the anny.

The kaiser’s youngest son, Prince Joachim, was
born in 18ga, He is the only one of them all who is
not robust and bealthy.  In fact, he s very delicate,
amdd has given his parents much anxicty on account
of his health. He s, however, ke his brothers, a
hikelv-looking lad, and bwemmg fourteen has, acconding
to custom, just been enrolled into the officers’ corps of
the first foot-guards atr Posdam,

The emperor, in common with all six of his boys,
has pne great fault, the manner in which he spoils
the only daughter and sister in the mmpenal family,
the voung Princess Victoria Louse. It is a proverb
in Germany that *The Kaiser Rules the Empire, But
Prinzesschen Rules the Kaser.”

HAUFFEUR

me home. 've made a et with
Bertie Flippendike that when he
calls me up n forty-seven minutes
I'll be there to answer the "phone.’

“*We'd made about a quarter of
the distance in than ‘leven
minutes sand  had started down a
long stretch gom’ beantiful, when a
farmer drove out of a feld and
turned up our way His horses
commenced to walk on their hind
feet and e waved at us w SO,
The nerve of some farmers would
make them nch af they had any
judgment back of it

ferss

**Do yom think you can get
through?® she asked
I I ean't,' says I Cit'll be

because this machine won't cut meat.”

“In about three seconds the Girmer was under his
horses amnd the wagon in the ditch I bope the old
t']l.'.l}'r gor out of it all nght, because 1 pever believe
in takin' life whene you can help it if you'ne not trvin’
for a new recond: st it was his own fault.  He might
of came out and peeped before turnin® up the road.
Luck seemed o be agninst us, though.

“We'd only gone a few miles further when we come
to & place where they'd tore away a bodge over
a culvert., It wasn't more than five or six fees
wide, but it was deep, and there wias no way o go
around. There was a board fence hamdy, though,
and I got busy withit. 1 fignred that by palin’ the
boards up three or four deep and makin' two tracks
we could get over. Just as 1 got the track fixed
a bull chased us: but we got across all night, and
the bull fell in the ditch.

““*Charles,” savs Juliet, *you managed that beauti-
ful. How poor, dear Alfred would of enjoyed it

“Juliet’s a game little lady. She's the night sort.
I like her. We'sdl of got home five minutes ahead of
time if one of our tires hadn't flattencd out. When
it went off we were slammed against a tree, and [
thought at first she was dead. [ knowed she'd lose
the bet if I stopped to find out about it.  So [ picked
her up and started ahead again, holdin’ her with

one arm. We weére turnin' the ecormner a bleck
from home when she begin to come to. [ was
afraid she'd lost
the bet, and me the
chance to marry

a lady with money
0 use for - stuffin’
the furnmiture, but as
I carried her up the
steps | could hear
the telephone  bell
ringnn’, the butler
havin' opened the
door.,

“*Here," I savs,
holdin® her up to the
imstrument and
speakin® soft  and
gentle, while Mr.
Cavendish, the but-
lt‘r_ looked is
though the blow
was goin’ to be too
much for him,
‘Bertie’s ringin’. *

“*She took the re-
cviver and with me
still holdin® her very
tender, says:

“*Hello! Is thas
vou, Bertie? Come
around tomorrow
and I'll tell you
how vou Jost." "

Crecren,

“*With Me Still Holdin®
Her Very Tender™




